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RINCE ALBERT certainly 

will put some frolic into that 
pet pipe of yours! To pack that 
joy’us old jimmy brimful or roll a 
makin’s cigarette and hit’er up a 
notch or two is just going right 
over the top with your eyes wide 
open ! 

What P. A. will do for your taste 
and tongue you sure ought to 
know! Like the gentleman from 
Sparrow’s Point you'll call P. A. 
a good egg! You'll smoke a pipe 
full and talk a bucket full—Prince 


Albert is such a great, big bunch 
of smokesunshine ! 

You'll quick catch the P. A. cue 
that it can’t bite or parch; that 
Prince Albert’s exclusive patented 
process frees it from bite and 
parch! And makes the sky the 
smoke limit ! 

Give Prince Albert high pres- 
sure for flavor and fragrance! 
Put P. A. through your little old 
taste-test-mill—and—just let that 
q-u-a-l-i-t-y percolate into your 
smokesystem! You'll say it is! 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, Winston-Salem, N. C. 


Copyright 1919 by R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company 
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PRINCE 


BERT 


the national joy smoke 


Prince Albert is to be had everywhere 
tobacco is sold in toppy red bags and 
tidy red tins; handsome full pound 
and full half pound tjn humidors— 
and—in that classy, practical full 
pound crystal-glass humidor with 
sponge-moistener top that keeps the 
tobacco in such perfect condition! 
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Twenty BELow 





She—His mother is so encouraged about his education! He got his degree, you know. 
He—Yes? Well, if he gets a few more he'll be nearly up to zero. 
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Tae Desutante Wuose Greatest Fear Was Tuat Sue Wovutp BE a WALL-FLOWER 
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Painter—Are there any interesting 
Rustic—The Cross Road Inn used t 
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spots about here? 
» be; but now they sells only soft stuff. 


The First Umbrella Plane Crosses 


(Extract from The Morning Banner, September 30, 1930) 


By Epwin H. 


EW YORK.—A wireless telephone message 
received this noon from Professor Anthony 
Picklehammer announced the first success- 
ful crossing of the Atlantic by umbrella. 
Professor Picklehammer made the trip 

across in the record time of three hours and forty-eight 
minutes. 

This historic trip is a worthy vindication of Pro- 
fessor Picklehammer’s assertion, made some time since 
in the face of sneering criticism, that he could cross the 
ocean with an umbrella, two palmleaf fans, and a 
running start. When he hopped off, this morning, 
from the long inclined run-way at Battery Park, few of 
his thousands of observers expected the professor to 
reach England safely. 

The editor of The Banner engaged Professor Pickle- 
hammer in conversation by wireless as soon as he 
reached London, where he dined with the King and 
Queen. When asked to comment on his feat, the 
professor nonchalantly observed that it was a mighty 
lucky thing that the King asked him to lunch, for he 
had lost the cheese sandwiches that constituted his 
sole rations nearly sixty miles off the coast of Ireland. 

The news of the flight created a panic in the um- 
brella market. The possibility of the commercial 
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use of umbrella planes sent retail prices to the sky. 
\lany aged pedestrians were brutally assaulted and 
robbed of their sunshades as the rumor of the pro- 
fessor’s success reached the street. An appeal has 
already been made to the Government to make the 
theft of an umbrella grand larceny. 

Simultaneously with the first publication of the 
news of the flight, a bitter controversy arose in aero- 
nautical circles. ‘The two schools, which are known as 
the masculine and feminine schools, are bitterly divided 
over the question of the best umbrella for an over- 
seas trip. 

The masculine school, backed by Professor Pickle- 
hammer’s experience, assert that the old rural um- 
brella furnished by wholesale grain houses and patent- 
medicine manufacturers is the ideal vehicle; this school 
stands firm on the platform of “An umbrella plane 
should be a plain umbrella.” 

The feminine school insists that the flight should be 
made with a delicate plane of a hue and fabric to suit 
the temperament of the owner; their slogan is “Put 
Art in Aviation; Parasol to Paris.” 

Professor Picklehammer announced his intention of 
returning by cattle-boat rather than by plane, as his 
umbrella developed rib trouble in landing. 
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ping it on- 
ward to disgrace and the gallows, and then 
dratted flying machines will never amount 
to anything, and there is practically no hope 
here or hereafter for anybody who does not 


belong to his church, and so on and so forth. 


young people of today are whoor 
d r 


until he finally reaches his station and drags 
his weary length off the train, with, more 
than likely, two-thirds of his sad story still 


untold, and 


gives place to a venerable gent 
who does not wish to talk much. 

‘The new comer, being as deaf as an ad- 
der, desires to hear every thing. He yearns 
to learn all about me and my likes and dis- 
likes, the place and date of my birth, the 
amount of my income, my religious and ' 
political leanings, and sundry other items 
of an extremel\ personal nature. And I am 











a \ | obliged to yell in a voice audible the whole 
length of the car my entire life history and 
expose my inmost secrets to the waiting 

' world. If I do not the poo! old fellow’s 
\\ ‘ ' feelings will be hurt. 
L sf “Such experiences are useful as pen- 
ances. And by listening and talking to those 
infernal bores I confer happiness on them 
° ) Conare Dave for a season, and at the same time favor 
At THe Revere Batus tHe Hirep Surrs Bear Neat NUMBERS other people by keeping the nuisances tem- 
' porarily busy. In addition, I learn again 
} > B , . h ' > that even the smartest of us are of few days and full 
O n the rane L ine of trouble, and am reduced to a wholesome state of 
By | P. Morea humility once more.” 
“WT is interesting now and then to travel on a branch 
railroad—one of those lingering lines that snail Planting Bread 
along from nowhere in particular to no place of Jones insisted upon his family eating stale bread which 
consequence, and have. as some one once said, no he considered to be more healthy. 
termini on either end. and some of the passengers’ feet Upon observing his little daughter planting some crumbs 
swell and pain “em like the livin’ fury if they journey _ in the garden, he asked, “ What do you expect to grow?” 
more than twenty miles,’ admitted Hostetter Smith. She answered quickly, ‘‘Some fresh bread.”’ 


“It is of value, too, to me, to 
have a dismal man, with the long, 
sad countenance of an ancient ant- 
eater, seat himself by my side, and, 
because he has worn out everybod) 
n the neighborhood in which he re- 

des, breathe into my ear, with 
praiseworthy attention to detail, the 


story of the wrong inflicted on him 





by his brother-in-law in a horse sway 
in 1889, together with his opinior 
of the wasteful way in which hi 





niece persists, despite his admoni- 
tions, in cutting the bread, the abys- 
mal rascality of the rest of his ki 
folks, his neighbors and nearly every 


body else with whom he has the 





pleasure of an acquaintance, in ad- 
dition to the fact that the country 
is going to the dogs, and the news- 
papers publish nothing any more 
but lies, and the coming season is 
going to be an unusually hard one, 
and all signs point to the end of the 
world within the present decade, 
and the poor are growing poorer and 


the rich growing fatter, and the One or THE Turitts or Marriep LiF! 
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He—That's Mrs. De Shekel; her husband died and Jeft her an immense fortune. 
She—A wealthy widow and her weeds are soon parted. 


The Sorrows of Slang 


By W. B. Hettman 


FE was a Captain in the Field Artillery. She 
was a canteen worker for the Red Cross. 
Both were in Paris on leave. Both were en- 
joying the sights along the boulevard from 
one of the little open air cafes. He looked 
properly bored. So did she. 

He stole a glance at her and decided she was without 
doubt one of the gilded daughters of wealth who had 
forsaken the frivolous life of social gayety to engage in 
the soul-stirring career of dishing out coffee and dough- 
nuts to the brave soldiers. 

She stole a glance at him and made up her mind he 
was without doubt the scion of a wealthy family who had 
donned the very becoming uniform of a Captain to fight 
for humanity rather than waste his time on the polo 
grounds or in the frivolous life of social gayety. 

Both being in a strange land it was no breach of 
etiquette for him to ask her for a light. ‘They were ac- 
. quainted. 

“Rummy gang over here, don’t you think?” he 
asked. 

“Rotten bunch! Wish I could beat it!’ she agreed. 

They sat in silence for quite a while, each trying 
to reconstruct thought. 

“Bum climate! Gets your goat!” he opined. 





“Fierce! Gives me the jimmies!”’ she assented. 

Another period of silence with more reconstructing 
of first thoughts. 

“Well, guess I'll hit the hay,” he said. ““Got to turn 
out early.” 

‘**Bumswats.” 
in this burg.” 

Back in his expensive suite at the Hotel L’Antoine, 
Reginald de Puyster Van Trillion, formerly of New York 
and Newport, told his chum how he had been deceived 
in his judgment that a beautiful young lady in the Red 
Cross Canteen service was one of his own set. “Such 
a pity, too,” he mourned. 

Back in her luxurious apartments at the La Mer- 
tinet Hotel Miss Gwendolyn Victoria Wilberforce, 
formerly of London and Brighton, youngest daughter 
of the Earl of Elberhampton, was recounting to her 
chum how she had been deceived in her judgment that 
a splendid looking young man in the uniform of an officer 
of the artillery was one of her own set. “Such a pity, 
too,” she sighed. 


She paraphrased. “Watch your step 


The Groundwork of Infancy 
“How dear to my heart are the scenes of my childhood” 
since a realty development company got hold of them! 
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Red Tape 


By Evcar Mayvuew Bacon 


Ik. was quick, and beat the conductor to the draw 

by the fraction of a These natural 

antagonists eyed each other sternly, then the 
man with five rows of gold braid on his cuff said bit- 
terly’ ‘“‘Forgot your commutation ticket again?” 

“Yes,”’ was the answer, “and I had to run for your 
old boat so that I couldn't stop for a ticket.” 

Peeling a five-spot from the roll with which he had 
covered his antagonist he fired it. The conductor, 
seriously wounded, but not mortally, stabbed a pencil 
at the stack of forms he held, writing viciously. 

“Say,” interrupted the 
passenger, “you've got that 
all wrong. I’m six feet, not 
five feet eleven, and I’m only 
a little bald, and I washed and 
changed my shirt this morn- 
ing. Cut out that funny busi- 
ness about my maternal grand- 
mother smoking a pipe, and 
for the love of Michelis lay 
off about war profiteering. . . . 
What do you think you are 
writing, anyhow?” Still the 
conductor wrote on. “Say, 
where are you going to publish 
that rot? Have you got to 
swear to it before a notary? Is 
it government statistics, or 
just fiction? What is it any 


sect ynd. 


‘ 


f 








script as the guard threateningly 
called * Yonkers.” 

Red tape? Why yes, the passen- 
ger had been tangled in that himself. 
For a year he had been shipping clerk 
for his local Red Cross. He recalled 
the endless chain of instructions that 
occasionally were not contradictory, 
the filling of many-colored forms for 
sternly efficient volunteer clerks to 
fling back with scornful references to 
undotted i's and uncrossed ?’s. He 
knew—none better—that so simple a 
shipment as a case of socks could 
not be started on their way to the 
front without multiplied information 
as to number, size, quality, color, 
code, material, name of article, allot- 
ment number, and a swarm of other 
details. There were slips for the ex- 
pressman, slips for the chairman, a 
detailed record in a book, and then a 
hope that the socks might somehow 
get started for the people to whom 
they would be useful. 

The passenger no longer felt angry 
at the Here was a 
brother, like to drown in the outrour- 
ing river of red tape. He closed his 
eyes, and in fewer minutes than he 
anticipated the train drew in at the station. Pres- 
ently he was in an elevator, going to his own office on 
the seventy-eighth floor of the Flapdoodle building. 
The elevator lady had a sheat of forms. She also was 
She looked him through and wrote. 
need for more opaque 
The personal 


conductor. 


writing a book. 
Under her gaze he felt the 


covering for his inner consciousness. 


investigations of the conductor were as nothing to 
the intimate chronicle of his past and present that 
he felt she was setting down. That trip in the elevator 
seemed much longer than usual, and the air harder 
to breathe. ‘The office was high, but the thing that now 
oppressed him was altitude. 

While he v as wondering about this the car stopped. 





how?” a ol 
“Red tape,” answered the 
conductor, and hid his manu- 
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The door slid back and he stepped 
out on a platform that ran beside 
a wall, in the center of which was a 
gate, with a ticket-chopping de- 
vice. The face of the guard was 
familiar. The galleries of Europe 
are full of his portraits. It was 
St. Peter. 

The elevator lady thrust into 
the traveler's hands her manu- 
script, which was instantly re- 
vealed in its true character—red 
tape. There were miles of it, and 
other miles that the conductor had 
written were added, and further 
screeds attached, including his own 
Red Cross waste, till the traveler 
saw the whole atmosphere filled 
with a writhing, interminable rib- 
bon of red tape; and St. Peter was 
saying: “Put your ticket in the 
box.” 

One end was thrust in and the 
traveler started to go in at the 
gate as the chopper began to chop, 
but the Saint held him back. 
‘Not till this is all chopped,” he 
’ asked the trav- 

‘Why, then,” said the Saint, 
‘I must write a book about it 
his nighty he pulled a 
batch of blanks. 

Just then a man with a banded 
cap thrust his head in at the door 
and -houted: 


“Grand Central—all out!”’ 


In Prohibition Kansas 

Temperance Lecturer—I1 am_ in- 
formed that this town is thoroughly 
“dry.” Is it true? 

Citizen—Yep—that’s so. Not a 
drop in it. 

Temperance Lecturer (beamingly) 
Do tell me how you good citizens ac 
complished it. 

Citizen—We drank it dry. 


Warning to Flighty Ones 

“I’m going to give you the finest 
dinner in Paris tomorrow you ever 
tasted, if you'll meet me there. But 
I want you to promise me one thing.” 

“What’s that?” 

‘Don’t spoil your appetite by eating 
a tree lunch at the Azores.” 


Education 

Lois—I thought you had become 
rather tired of dancing. 

Dorothy—l had. But I’ve been 
reading what the clergymen have been 
saying against it, and I had no idea 
how delightfully wicked it is. 
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Chawlie Enters Politics, or The Trials of a Pound Master 
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*[ Wonper Wuat Jos Woutp Have Done tr He Hav TooLtep a Moror Car” 


The Man of Uz 


By Warr Mason 


Rateu Barton 


Illustration by 


LOVE that good old ancient tale of Job, who 

played a noble game; his patience, never known to 

fail, has filled this planet with his fame. All sorts 

of woes were on him rained, all kinds of grief that 

man could bear; and, while he sighed some and 
complained, he didn’t rave around and swear. While 
he was plunged in deepest gloom, and placed no value on 
his life, he didn’t wreck the sitting room, or throw the 
skillet at his wife. 

But in those days the griefs they had were most too 
small to make one curse; of course a lot of boils were 
bad—but there are things so vastly worse! I wonder 
what Job would have done if he had tooled a motor car, 
upon a long and weary run, far from the gasoline bazaar. 
If he had punctures every mile, and blowouts every half 
an hour, would he have worn his patient smile, without 
a hint of feelings sour? If he ran out of gasoline some 
eighteen parasangs from town, would he have worn a 
face serene without a teardrop rolling down? 

In those old days, afar, remote, the griefs they had 
were cheap and poor; there was no woe to get one’s 
goat, like sorrows that we now endure. 

If Job had occupied a flat next door to one who 
played the flute, he would have bought himself a gat, 
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and learned the proper way to shoot. Or if the phono- 
graph next door played one stale record all night long, 
I fancy Job would rise and roar and strike the ancient 
chestnut gong. 

I read the good old tale in vain; I can’t get worked 
up o’er his fate; Job never ran to catch a train, and 
found the blamed thing nine hours late. 

Job had his trifling doubts and fears, and doubtless 
found the world a fraud, but had no truck with prof- 
iteers who stripped him of his hard-earned wad. 

Though small misfortunes made him sore and rather 
pale around the gills,“he never met the modern bore 
who fetommends some brand of pills. 

Job was a good and saintly man, but in the field of 
grief and pain he was a tawdry also ran, and all his 
patience was in vain. 

If he were living with us now, and bore the ills we 
have to bear, he’d fuss around and beat his brow, and 
kick the cane seat from his chair. 

We are in truth the patient lads, who smiling go our 
thorny ways, and toil, and boost our native grads, and 
pay tall taxes allourdays. We get a jolt at every turn, 
all kinds of woes in ambush lurk; yet we have faith and 
hope to burn, and cheerfully we go to work. 





















(1) Susie, go ask Mr. Boggs or Sometody to 
ome help move the pianner 






4) If it’s my husband you're lookin’ for 
you'll find him in jail number 7928. He’s 
serving ten years for not being able to 
pay his income tax—war costs money 
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(7) Naw, there ain't nobody what 
could movea pianner here. Pete is in 
\frica shootin’ coons for the Belgiums. 








America Last! 
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2) Mr. Boggs ain't home. He wuz (3) Sorry, Susie. The old man an’ the b’ys is 
drafted to help the wops lick the over helpin’ the Japs knock the tar out of the 
Checkered-Slowcoaches Chinks 
' 





(5) Is it papa you're after? Look up near (6) I could use my man myself but he’s 
the North Pole where he’s fighting Esquimaux workin’ on the roads for cursin’ one of our 
for our Russian allies. bosses, the King of England. 
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(8) Yes, he’s in but he’s lost both 
arms from a Persian mine explosion 
when he wuz scrappin’ for the Turks. 

















Madame La Boss 


By Benjamin De Casseres 


“ TOOK all around you, gentle- 

men,” said Bunk, who 
was giving a little private 
blow-out to his two friends, 
“and you will see that I am the 
master of most things here on 
earth. My editorials create 
public opinion, my diplomat- 
ists engineer wars with phrase; 
and my profiteers invent foun 
dations for universal educa- 
tion; in fact, I- “ 

‘‘Nonsense, Bunk,” said 
Common Sense, measuring out 
his words, so as to be careful 
not to spill a thought, “any- 
body can see through you. 
The ultimate power of all social 
progress resides in me. My 
proverbs are in every almanac. 
I dig subways, build bridges, 
pave streets, and keep down 
the death rate. You create 
motion—a simple thing—but 
I make people happy and keep 
them sane.” 

“Neither of you would exist 
if it were not for my imagina- 
tion!” exclaimed the Poet, pour- 
ing out his tenth glass. “First 
comes the Poet with his dreams. 
Bunk mints theminto currency, 
and Common Sense turns them 
into tools. The world builds 
statues to me, but where are 
the statues to Bunk and 
Common Sense?” 
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PROHIBITION REACHES WooDVILLE 


Just then the butler announced the arrival of Madame Eve 


and her daughters, and the three rulers of the world rose and 


bowed to the ground. 
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Tue See SERPENT 


A Reasonable Guess 


“Say, Doc!” saluted Mr. Gap Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, 


Ark., upon encountering Dr. Hackaway in the highroad, “my 
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least boy, Bearcat, four years old, 
is punying around the most of the 
time. For one thing, he didn’t eat 
much, which is a mighty serious 
sign, or was, when I was a boy. 
Do you reckon the little cuss ort 
to stop smoking?” 


Effective 
“Congress ought to enact more 
restrictive immigration _ legisla- 
tion.” 
“What can be more restric- 
tive of immigration than the 
bone-dry law?” 


Qualified 
“That man over there has 
written a poem a day for five 
years. Isn’t that a remarkable 
achievement?” 
“Yes, it is if he has remained 
a poet.” 














/ Wf; 
’ 
“ la, Me: if by 


Vili) 


by Pace. Remy 


Wauat it Sounpep Lik: 
The Doughboy’s Baedeker 
By Pvt. E. Bricutwe tz, Trier, Germany 


IVERPOOL—A chill, smug, close-set town on 

L the west coast of England. Inhabitants speak 

English in a sad, plaintive way. Example: 
“Hel-lo, Yanks; goodby-ee!” 

Codford—A way-station on the indirect route to 
the “Big Show,” consisting chiefly of gray mud, gray 
barracks and stewed tripe—also gray. 

Southampton—The original clearance port of Ships 
that Pass in the Night; nine hours from Cherbourg, 
France. 

Cherbourg—The Port of Dreams, 
in a single step from the day after to-morrow to the 
afternoon preceding the Burning of Rome. Bold ram- 
parts and tawny turrets designed to defend a teeming 
city from the ravish- 


where you pass 


ment of the blood- 
thirsty Vikings. Mod- 
ern on the fringes. 


Has a rest camp but 
no rest. 

Bordeaux — The 
largest American 
manufacturing city in 
Europe, with an an- 
nual production of 
thousands of 
motives, boxcars, 
coaches, 


loco- 


steel rails, 
automobiles, trucks, 
cle thing etc. Noted 
for its mild winters, 
mild wine and ami- 
able Military Police. 
A delightful place to 
go A. W. O. L. to. 
Le Mans—The 
place where, in the 
long ago, you were 
tabulated and class- 
ified 
rank, 
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according to 


station, and Ethel—Well, 








did you refuse him if 
he said he couldn't live without me, 
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AND WHat It 


most 
record of 
and 


Sp yt 


servitude; boasting the 
earth, with a 
men in one hour 
slum. High 


condition of 
efficient cafeteria service on 
having fed nineteen 
forty minutes; piece « 
in the S. O. S. 


previous 


thousand 


le resistance, 


shrine of the elect. Password: 


Paris—The inner 
““Avez-vous une cigarette?” Coat-of-arms: Wine, 
Woman and Song; woman languidly couchant on a 


pink field, holding in one hand a thin-stemmed glass 
of champagne, in the other a freshly lighted cigarette. 
Chief points of interest: The Latin Quartier, the 
Bureaux des A. P. M., The Place de la Brig. 
Treves—Gem city of American occupied Germany. 
Noted for its Roman ruins and religious processions. 


Favorite flower, Blumenkohl; favorite beverage, pale 
beer; favorite pastime, Kussing the Kaiser. Grand 
Hailing sign: “Nicht Schocolade—nicht Gummi?” 


Town laid off ac- 
cording to blue-print 
supplied by the fa- 
mous roval engineer, 
Minos of Crete. 
Founded bv grand- 
son of Nebuchadnez- 
zar. Leading indus- 
tries are making of 
beer, selling of beer, 
and drinking 
Surrounded by ex- 
imperial forests and 
game preserves,teem- 
ing with deer, hare, 
wild boar, and road- 
houses. Opportuni- 
ties excellent. MI. 
P.’s kind, but not 
brotherly. 

Coblenz 
buffer city between 
Culture and Kultur. 
Inhabited wholly by 
dreamy-eyed _ frau- 
leins, Military Police 
and fag smugglers. 
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ou loved him? 


and it aroused my curiosity! 








tw ee Sa 























a ae 


am Ah 08 6S 20S 10518 
~——-=— 
aaa 


a 


Drawn by LavcRen Stoor 


One Good Turn 


By Harry Irving Suumway 


HAVE murdered a man. 

Criminals always make a mistake by seeking a 
hiding place. Their very fear of coming out in the 
open makes them a mark for the clever detective. If 
they only had sense enough to go about their busi- 
ness as if nothing had happened, probably no one 
would suspect. 

Me? Oh, I conduct my waking and sleeping 
hours the same as I did before I did the deed. My 
control is excellent. My nerves were never steadier. 
My appetite is healthy. I sleep like a baby. 

I suppose I feel composed in a measure, because 
he ought to have been killed. Indeed, sometimes I 
feel that strangling him was too generous. He should 
have been given a slow poison. I feel no regret 
whatever. Humanity is a gainer and would thank 
me, if I dared tell my secret. 

If ever a man de- 
served his fate he 
did. 

He should never 
have whistled the en- 
tire score of the mu- 
sical comedy while 
the show was going 
on, especially when 
seated in front of a 
man with such won- 
derfully powerful 
hands as mine. 


Firm as a Rock 
“TI hear the edi- 

tor of the Plunkville 

Palladium is quite a 


Wuen THE Periop Craze Reacnes THE AUTOMOBILE INDUSTRY. feller.” 


IV. Tue Goruic Limousine 


Considerable Deficiency 
By Kennetu L. Roperrs 


* Russia’s great need is brains.” 
Kerensky 


(CK of brains is a severe handicap 
All that William Shakspere needed to make him 


a flourishing half-wit or an unsuccessful linen-draper 
was a dearth of brains. 

If Napoleon Bonaparte had lacked brains, he would prob- 
ably have spent his life on the island of Corsica, tending the 
fragrant goat and obtaining rest and relaxation by celebrating 
an occasional vendetta and knifing a few casual acquaintances. 

If George Washington’s great need had been brains, there 
is little doubt but that his descendants would now be struggling 
with a heavy mortgage on Mt. Vernon, and paying taxes to 
representatives of King George. 

Ulysses S. Grant, lacking brains, would unquestionably 
have progressed from the grocery store to the poorhouse in- 
stead of to the highest command in the United States Army. 

Where there is a shortage of brains, other shortages are 
immaterial. 

If Kerensky is correct regarding Russia’s great need, 
Russia’s future is as dark as the interior of a fountain pen 


“Yep,” assented 
old Pop Snooksof the 
Grocery Lyceum, “he always takes an uncompromising stand 
on anything that nobody is opposing.” 
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Are We Swearinc HArpDER? 


HERE are laments that the American people 
are using more curse words in their conversa- 
tion. It is explained by psychologists that this 
is the effect of war on the emotional faculties, 
which find expression in the popular vocabu- 
lary. We knew that before the psychologists told us. 

But we have improved since the profane days when 
we were all “het up”’ fighting Indians, clearing off the 
continent, and berating each other over State Rights 
and the United States Bank. We can do a fair day’s 
work even in political campaigning without cursing 
like pirates, and the picturesque conversational vigor 
of the generation of Andrew Jackson would shock their 
descendants even in these days of high taxes, slow 
freights and Bill Sunday. 

We may have high words over the League of Na- 
tions and prohibition, but not many cuss-words. This 
is a good sign of good sense. A swear word is not an 
argument. And we are looking 
and listening for facts on our pub- 
lic questions. A swear word may 
be a driving force when coaxing a 
mule, but it indicates a prejudice, 
which makes any self-respecting 
mule pugnacious, and it betrays 
loss of temper, which tickles a 
mule or a multitude “fit to kill.” 
There are appropriate occasions 
for swearing, and the language of 
Washington when he saw Charles 
Lee falling back at Morristown 
was one of them. The moment 
somebody steps on your sore corn 
is another, and a man with a boil 
on his neck is not apt to emit any 
syllables of angelic beatitude when 
it is rammed by the point of an 
umbrella. 

But, although weare ceaselessly 
driving nails, putting up stove- 
pipes, charging in battle and de- 
bating in Congress, we are not a 
swearing people. We go to church 
—and our wives won’t let us! 
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Drawn by Norwan ANTHONY 
og nee was big and fat, 
e€ was small and lean, 
And so with this arrangement 
They gayly roamed the green. 


SHAKE HANDS WITH THE PRINCE 


\ X JERE our democracy philosophical we should 
regard the Prince of Wales as an anomaly in 
the Republic. But democracies delight in in- 
congruities, and human sympathy for this young man 
with an old job will find hospitable expression in his 
welcome. Doubtless, some of our girls would even 
marry him, now that the supply of army lieutenants 
seems below the demand. 

The young man, “cribbed, cabined and confined” 
by circumstances cast in the mould of the crystallized 
centuries, is condemned to wait around until the old 
folks die, like millions of other heirs, lineal, apparent 
and presumptive, hoeing corn in their leisure and wait- 
ing for the invitation from the royal family to hurry or 
to dinner where the uncrowned queen is the cook and 
father is the boss. 

This is what makes the Prince of Wales congenial 
to Americans. We all know a boy just like he is— 

( perhaps with bigger feet and a 
fiercer appetite—who hag just 
taken off his soldier clothes and 
attires himself in glorious raiment 
to disappear in the evening toward 
a place where “some girl” lives, 
mysteriously carrying a little box 
that might have candy in it. 

The Prince is a symbol of the 
most colossal empire ever created 
by man, but he is also a symbol of 
youth—eternal youth that salts 
every generation with savory, fills 
every life with the zest of dreams, 
and crowns even death with a 
halo of hope. Were he a renowned 
warrior, like the Black Prince, or 
a roysterer, like Prince Hal, only 
the soldiers or the stay-out-all- 
nights would hail him with a 
fellow-feeling. But as he neither 
tries to look nor act like a great 
man, the whole American family 
welcomes him just as they would 
Uncle George’s son come to visit 
them with a collar on. 








Lawton Mackati, Managing Editor 
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The Needful Word—‘So you let him 
get away, eh?” said the proprietor with 
mingled bitterness and philosophy. “ And 
you had him right to the point. Your 
sales talk was good, right up to the last 
minute, when you omitted the convinc- 
ing word.” 

“Looks that way.’ 

“Sure does. You remind me forcibly 
of the case of a colored hack driver down 
South. One day he and his dilapidated 
cab and moth-eaten horse were all asleep 
by the curb. It was noon. Ten minutes 
till time for the train and the depot was 
a mile away. A fat traveling man of 
middle age came sweating along toting 
two heavy grips and hastening toward 
the depot. Seeing the cab idle, he called 
to the driver: 

“*Hey, boy, can you get me to that 
train in ten minutes?’ 

“*Dunno, boss, dis hyer hoss he putty 
tolable ole. He war in de ahmy, boss 
man.’ 

““*Was he in the war? I was in the 
cavalry myself. Get into that cab and 
I'll get that horse there in time.’ 

“The driver got inside and the travel- 
ing man mounted the driver’s seat. As 
he did he velled, ‘Tenshun!’ The old 
horse stuck his head up for the first time 
in twenty years—tail ditto. ‘Charge!’ 
yelled the fare sharply. He charged! 
Away he went striking fire from the 
boulders. The outfit reached the station 
just as the train did. ‘Halt!’ yelled the 
fare and leaped from the seat as the horse 
came to a skating stop. Tossing a dollar 
to the astonished occupant of the cab, 
the traveler ran to his train. 

“That negro driver was the most as- 
tonished coon in twelve States. He had 
seen a miracle occur right under his nose. 
He muttered and chuckled and forgod- 





Putting Him in His Place 





“You know, dearest, your dinners are not 
quite like my mother’s used to be!” 
Yes, darling, your salary isn’t anything 
like your father’s was.”—Sydney Bulletin. 


saked and goodlawsamassied to himself 
almost continuously. 

“Next day about the same time his- 
tory repeated itself in the form of a 
younger but equally fat and belated travel- 
ing man who wanted to make the train. 

““*Vassah! boss man, ah think ah kin 
make hit,’ and the man got in. 

“*Ten-shunn!’ yelled the driver, and 
the horse obeyed. 

“ *Chahge!’ and again the horse did so. 

“Down to the station, across the rail- 
road tracks, past the train whose engine 
bell was ringing to start. 

‘Say, nigger,’ yelled the traveling 
man from the cab window, ‘wynell don’t 
you stop? Here’s the depot?’ 

“*Ah knows dat, boss, but ah done 
fo’got dat las’ word?’ 

“So, my boy, when you get a sale as 
nearly completed as you just had that 
one don’t forget dat las’ word! Close 
it!”—Philadelphia Public Ledger. 
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The Biter Bitten—“The guest ar- 
rived this evening has brought a package 
of great value apparently,” said an inp- 
keeper’s wife to her husband. “I wish 
he would leave it. behind.” 

Thereupon the husband got busy. He 
prepared a certain spicy vegetable and 
gave it to the guest in abundance with 
his soup and with his meat. 

The next day the guest departed: but 
there was no trace of the baggage in his 
room. Thereupon the landlady began 
to scoff, declaring that the remedy for 
producing oblivion had failed. 

“Tt has succeeded,” declared the hus- 
band. And while his wife stood gazing 
blankly at him, he continued: 

“And the proof that it has succeeded 
lies in the fact that our guest forgot to 
pay his bill.” —Tokio Tourist. 


Its Identity—“I came mighty near 
having a fight with a guest yesterday,” 
said the landlord of the tavern at Pee- 
weecuddyhump. “He said there was 
a blue-bottle fly in his huckleberry pie. 
I said there wasn’t and asked if he 
thought he knowed more about running 
a first-class hotel than I did. He said 
if he didn’t he’d have his head bored for 
the simples. I told him what he could do, 
and he paid his bill and left.” 

“Well, was it a fly?” asked a friend. 

“Not by a durn sight. It was a 
hornet.” —Kansas Ciry Star. 


More Information Wanted—“ Did 
the seeress give you any encouragement?” 

“Well, she gazed into her crystal globe 
and said I was going to be rich some day.” 

“Fine!” 

“But I told her to polish up the crystal 
a bit and see if she couldn’t read the 
exact date.”—Birmingham Age-Herald. 
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Voild le portrait que j¢ viens de faire de ma 


‘Mon pauore ami! Elle a du vous rendre bie 
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n malheurecux 


“Here is a newly finished portrait of mv wife.” 


She must have made you unhappy.” Li 
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Some Difference—He—So you let 
it out. Didn’t I tell you it was a secret 
and that you mustn’t tell a living soul? 

She—No, you didn’t. You only said 
it was a secret.—Boston Transcript. 

The Doctor’s Orders—She was the 
sort of a woman who always tells every 
body her business. With a cheery smile 
she settled herself at the counter and 
began: “My husband has been very 
ill—very ill—so I have to do his shopping; 
and I want a shirt.” 

“Certainly, madam,” said the sales 
man, courteously; “stiff front and cuffs?” 

“Oh, no!”’ she exclaimed, in horrified 
tones. “The doctor says he must avoid 
anything with starch in it.”—Pittsburgh 
Chronicle-Telegraph 


Expensive Fish—Ai//—I understand 
she called me a “ poor fish.” 

Gill—She didn’t do anything of the 
kind 

“But I heard she did.” 

“Well, you heard wrong, that’s all.” 

“Well, she called me something, didn’t 
she?”’ 

Yes, she called you a ‘lobster,’ but 
that’s a long ways from a poor fish, 
you must understand.’’—Yonkers States- 
mran 


Pé@le-Méle (Pari 


Insinuation— Haberdash r—And will 
one collar be sufficient, madam? 

Mrs. Higgins—Do you insinervate, 
young man, as I ’ave more than one 
‘usbin?—Blighty (London) 


Setting Was the Word—‘ Those 
women have been setting there for an 
hour or more.” 

“You shouldn't say ‘setting,’ my dear. 
It is ‘sitting.’”’ 

“No, ‘setting’ is what I meant I 
think they’re hatching out trouble for 
somebody.’ —Detroit Free Press 

All Accounted For—One morning 
a woman walked into a village grocery 
store with admajestic stride. It was 
easy to see by the sternness of her 
expression that she was somewhat dis 
turbed 

“This,” she sarcastically explained, 
throwing a package on the counter, “is 
the washing itself. It’s the soap that 
makes washing a pleasure. It’s the 
soap m 

“That isn’t soap, madam,” inter 
rupted the groceryman, examining the 
package. “Your little girl was in here 
vesterday for a half pound of cheese 
and a half pound of seap. This is the 
cheese.” 

‘L—m, that accounts for it,” said 
the woman, as the light of understand- 
ing began to glow. “I wondered all night 
what made the welsh rarebit we had for 
supper taste so queer.”’—San Francisco 
Argonaut. 




















Balance of Power—“ What's the dis- 
agreement between your hotel and the 
waiters?” 

“Nothing serious,” replied the land- 
lcrd. “They think I have an undue 
advantage because I can hold trunks for 
a bill, while they have to take chances 
on collecting tips.’-—Washington Star. 

His Solution— Mrs. Jones The cook 
refuses to get up earlier than 7:30 o'clock. 

Mr. Jones—Ask her if she won’t do it 
for a couple of days until I can arrange 
my business.— Philadelphia Inquirer 

Close Together—-* You say vou have 
good references?” 

“Yes, ma’am. I have over a ‘undred 
splendid references?” 

“And how long have you been in 
domestic service?” 

“Two years, ma’am.’’— Philadelphia 


Evening Bulletin 


Privilege of Ownership—* Boss, kin 
you raise my salary?” 

“Why, Jimmy?” 

“IT beat you to the office every morn- 
had 

‘“That’s true, Jimmy, but you’ve over- 
looked an important particular.” 

“What’s that, sir?” 

“You don’t own the business.’’—Birme 
ingham A ge-Herald. 


Nature’s Mirror 
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Young Wife—Is my bathing cap on 
straight? Just bend down, Willoughby, 
before the water takes the gloss off your 
head London Opinion, 









































Time to Hush—“ This fellow Demp- 
sey is the greatest fighter who ever 
lived.” 

“Softly, my friend, softly.” 

““What’s the matter?” 

‘You are being overheard by an 18- 
vear-old boy who lost a leg in the Ar 
gonne.”’—Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Pop's Good Work—*“So your father 
went to the war after all, Freddie?” 

“Ves, sir.” 

“The war must have been nearly over 
by the time he reached France.” 

“Well, he got there just in time to 
stop it.””"—Yonkers Statesman. 


French While You Wait—* Waiter,”’ 
said the discharged doughboy, “I want 
this meal served tout de suite.” 

“T get you, boss,” answered the ebony 
waiter, with a grin. “You ain’t de first 
military gent’man dat’s been here, sah.” 

Birmingham Age-Herald. 


It Was Something Else—* You say 
he was put in the guard-house for going 
‘over the top’?”’ 

“Exactly.” 

“But I don’t understand.”’ 

“It happened in Paris. He climbed 
over a bar to get at a French mixologist 
who claimed to know how to make a 
dry Martini cocktail.’ —Birmingham 


Age-Herald. 


Why Gompers Fled—Sam Gompers 
has been telling a New York reporter a 
good story against himself. 

‘‘While I was in London,”’ he said, ‘'I 
met a fellow countryman who greeted 
me very warmly. I knew bis face quite 
well, but for the life of me I couldn’t 
place him, so as a sort of feeler I asked 
him what he was doing in London. 

‘‘He looked at me in rather a queer 
sort of way for a moment, and then he 
answered that he had important busi 
ness to transact with the British War Of 
fice. Finally I told him, in an apolo 
getic way, that I couldn’t recall his 
name.” 

‘**Oh, 1 am General Pershing,’ he said.” 

“What did you do then, Sam?” asked 
the reporter. 

**Do?” replied Gompers, with a char 
acteristic smile. ‘‘Why,I fled as quickly 
as I could, for fear I should be foolenough 
to ask him if he had been in the war.’’-- 
New York Evening Post. 





Impeded Conversation 
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“Why are you so late? I thought you said you were only going around the corner to 


have a word with Mr. Brown?” 


“So I did, dear; but the poor fellow does stutter so.”—London Opinion. 
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Save Pattern—‘‘The movies are ed 
ucational. From them one may learn 


deportment.” 

“Yes, they seem to have things on a 
solid basis. Isn’t so much kissing of the 
parlor maid by casual visitors as there 
was in the old plays.”—Kansas City 
Journal, 


Politicians 


Slim Jim—Yus, I tell yer I knows the best 
people in sussiety, I do. 

Fat Fred—Then why don’t you mix with 
them? 

Slim Jim—Because they know me.—Kas- 
per, Stock holm. j 
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How He Changed— Mrs. Flatbush 
She says her husband has changed. He 
doesn’t sleep in church any more Sun- 
days. 
Mrs. Bensonhurst—That’s right. He 
sleeps at the movies, now.—VYonkers 
Statesman. 


Utopia—The visitor to the motion 
picture studio, watching a tender love 
scene, Was visibly impressed. 

“And do they really get paid for doing 
that?” he asked incredulously.—Film 
Fun. 


Quite So—‘ Speaking of public life.” 

“Yes.” 

“The girl who sells movie tickets 
from a glass booth occupies a somewhat 
conspicuous position.’”’—Louisville Cou- 
rier-Journal, 


An Evening Spoiled—‘ Did you en- 
joy the photoplay?” 

“Nd” 

“But it is said to be good.” 

“And it may be, for all I can say. 
I didn’t know until I got inside the 
theater that the man I was with was 
personally acquainted with the star.” 
Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Infinite Revenue—“ I’ve got a scheme 
to pay off the country’s war debt.” 

“What is it?” 

‘“‘Impose a tax of two cents on every 
motion picture scenario written.” —Film 
Fun. 
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Served—* Why is Flubdub sputtering 
so about the service at that café?” : 

“Some slick lawyer persuaded a 
waiter to serve Flubdub with a sub- 
poena.’’—Louisville Courier-Journal, 


Ignoring Facts—“ Too many asper 
sions are cast on the legal profession.” 

“How’s that?” 

“Well, for one thing, lawyers are ac- 
cused of taking liberties with the truth.” 

“‘Umph! Have you never heard a law- 
yer refer at the end of every other sen- 
tence to the ‘intelligent gentlemen of 
the jury’?”—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Some Business—A lawyer trying a 
case before a jury in the Superior Court 
of Massachusetts, stood up to cross- 
examine a witness whose testimony was 
very damaging to his side. 

“On the night in question,” he began, 
addressing the witness, ‘‘did you not have 
several drinks of whisky?” 

“‘That’s my business,”’ answered the 
witness. 

“T know it’s your business,” quickly 
responded the lawyer, “but were you 
attending to it?” —Osteopathic Magazine. 


A Friend in Need 
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Dites, M. le cambrioleur, pendant que vous 
y étes, pourriez-cous me chercher un bouton de 
chemise que j ai égaré ce matin. 


“Hey there, Mr. Burglar! While you are 
under that bed, I wish you would look for a 
collar-button that I lost under there this 
morning.” —Péle Méle (Paris). 


The Law's Delay—“What’s your 
grudge against Judge Wombat?”’ 

“Too hasty; too hasty. Gives a man 
no time to prepare his cases. Case of 
mine has been on the docket only 10 
years and he insists on my going to trial.” 

Kansas City Journal. 


Each to His Specialty—‘ That law- 
yer made you admit there are a lot of 
things you don’t know.” 

“He had an unfair advantage. If I 
had been permitted to ask all the ques- 
tions I could have done the same thing 
with him.” —Washington Star. 


Synthetic Babies 
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A Picture of the Future—Naggen (Stockholm). 
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A Costly Vocation—Quentin Roose- 
velt at a flying school in France talked 
about his father’s farming experiences. 

“My father,” he said, ‘was a gentle- 
man farmer for many years. Now he’d 
have a ranch. Now he’d have a planta- 
tion. The experience was costly. 

“*Father,’ I said to him one day in 
my childhood, ‘what is a gentleman 
farmer?’ 

“*Quentin,’ said my father, ‘a gentle- 
man farmer is a chap who never raises 
anything except his hat.’”—Washington 
Star. 


Wonderful—“I have just been taking 
some moving pictures of life on your 
farm.” 

“Did you catch any of my laborers 
in motion?” asked the old man, curi- 
ously. 

“Sure, I did.” 

The farmer shook his head reflec- 
tively, then said: “Science is a won- 
derful thing.”’—Kansas City Star. 


City Girl, All Right—The seventeen- 
year-old daughter of a city man was 
visiting a farm for the first time. 

She immediately became interested 
in the prize cattle, and asked many 
questions. 

One evening, just at dusk, as the girl 
was standing at the open door of the 
farmhouse talking to the manager, there 
came the low mournful note of a cow. 

“Just listen to that poor cow,” said 
the girl, ‘“‘mewing for her colt.”’—Pitts- 
burg Chronicle-Telegraph. 


The Fastidious Landlord—*“ That 
your father up the road?” asked the man 
in the linen duster. 

“Yes’r,” replied the boy with many 
freckles, 

“He tells me there are lots of mos- 
quitoes around here.” 


“Why, mister, I don’t see’s he ought 


to have told you that. Pap’s gettin’ 
kind o’ weak in the eyes.” 
“What has that to do with it?” 
“Well, you see, pap’s got a system. 
When anybody asks about summer 
board they always mention mosquitoes. 
If Pap likes their looks he tells the truth, 


“which is that we haven’t seen a skeet in 


ten years, but if folks don’t happen to 
please him he draws on his imagination 
and fills the air with winged terrors.” — 
Washingon Star. 
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Oh!—“ For the love of Mike!” ex- 
claimed the Friend. “ Does this flivver 
always make this racket?” 

“Naw,” replied the Driver. ‘Only 
when it’s running,’’—Cincinnati Enquirer. 

Stepped On It—‘“What was _ he 
pinched for?” 

“His father let him use the 
an hour.”’ 

“Well?” 

“He tried to ride an hour in fifteen 
minutes.’’—Houston Post. 


auto for 


Edifying the Neighbors—“ Your new 
chauffeur?” 

“Is an imported product,” replied 
Mrs. Grabcoin, “‘a. Belgian who can’t 
speak a word of English.” 

“Ah! That ought to give you a cer- 
tain amount of social prestige.” 

“I’m afraid not. Mr. Grabcoin per- 
sists in standing on the curb and trying 
to tell the poor man in the sign language 
where he wishes to go.’’—Birmingham 
A ge-Herald. 

A Wise One—“ You never travel alone 
in your auto.” 

“No. I always like to have a friend 
along to do the work if I should have to 
change a tire.’’—Detroit Free Press. 


Help in Time of Trouble 














Mes certificats? Vous saurez, eueaa au- 
jourd’hui c'est pas ses références qu'on de- 
mande a une domestique, mais ses préférences 

“My references? I will have you know, 
m’am, that today jt is not a maid's refer- 
ences that should be considered, but her 
preferences.”—Le Rire (Paris). 


Plenty of Ha, Ha But No Houses 






The Man Who Asked a Real Estate Agent if He Had a House to Let—Punch, 

















or lat 





Clubs Trumps—Redd—Great changes 
have occurred since the Stone Age. 

Greene—I should say so. In the Stone 
Age man needed but one club with 
which to beat his wife, but when he goes 
out on the links now he seems to need 
about a dozen,—Yonkers Statesman. 


The Dub—‘ What you need is more 
exercise.’’ ‘* More exercise, doctor! Why, 
man, I still take 102 strokes every time 
I play a round of golf.’—Deiroit Free 
Press. 


A Golf Problem—Seven vicious swipes 
the green golfer made at the ball, but it 
still remained perched upon the tee. He 
was about to make another attempt when 
the caddie held up his hand. “There's 
a man going across in front of you, sir.” 

“What if he is?”’ snapped the novice. 

“You must cry ‘Fore!’ if there’s any- 
body in the way when you’re going to 
hit the ball.”’ 

“‘How in thunder do I know when I’m 
going to hit the ball?” cried the golfer 
angrily.—Boston Transcript. 
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The Old Lady’s Comment—‘! 
made a two hundred yard drive yester- 
day,” said the golf nut. 

“You look to me,” said the nice old 
lady, “like a man who ought to be 
ashamed to want to ride such a short 
distance as that.’—Detroit Free Press. 


The Reason Why—* The golfer must 
keep his eye strictly on the ball.” 

“That must be why pretty girls don’t 
go in much for golf.” — Louisville Courier- 
Journal. 


Strong on the Foozle— Palience— 
Saw young Niblick out playing golf 
yesterday. 

Patrice—Oh, yes, he plays occasionally. 

““How’s his game?” 

“Oh, he plays all games indifferently.” 

“Calling on you yet, isn’t he?” 

“Oh, yes, and brings candy 
times.” 

“ And flowers occasionally?” 

“Ves, occasionally.” 

“Says sweet things?” 

“Yes, at times.” 

“Whistles the wedding march?” 

“Yes, and that’s as near as he gets to 
proposing.” 

“Think you ought to be disappointed.” 

“Oh, well, he always was strong on the 
‘foozle,’ you know.’'—Y onkers Statesman. 
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The Old Actor—I'm afraid I’m past playing the hero; but it’s something to know that I 


hall have a star part as the villain—Punch, London 
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Drat Him—*Pa, what is a ‘crepe 
hanger’?”’ 

*That’s a colloquialism, son.” 

“Ves, sir? 

‘And it is often applied to the man who 
goes around telling what a fine mint 
julep he could make if he only had the 
ingredients.”"—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Past Associations—‘“What do you 
keep the old mule around for? He’s no 
good.” 

“I know, but he’s the only thing 
around the place now with a kick in it.” 

Baltimore American. 


4 New Tipple—While waiting to hear 
whether Germany will sign the treaty 
of peace, Porto Ricans are passing the 
time away by consuming large quantities 
of hair tonic. The tariff is 15 cents a 
drink.— Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Sure Death—A notorious tightwad 
being on trial for selling liquor, his lawyer 
was making a strong plea for probation. 

“My client is not in the best physical 
condition, your honor, and imprisonment 
might kill him.” 

“Well, I don’t necessarily have to send 
him to jail,”’ said the judge in a kindly 
way. 

‘True, your honor, true.” 

“T could instead fine him a thousand 
dollars.” 

“Oh, vour honor, that would kill him.” 

Kansas City Journal. 
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Jane 
Some keep coins and some keep stamps: 
People seek all sorts of things; 
Jane takes lessons from the vamps: 
She collects engagement-rings! 
Town Topi S. 


The Baby, the Bunny and the Pro- 
phylactic Pup 
The antiseptic baby and the prophy 
lactic pup 


Were playing in the garden when the 


bunny gamboled up; 


They looked upon the creature with 
loathing undisguised, 

For he wasn’t disinfected and he wasn’t 
sterilized; 


They said he was a microbe and a hot 
bed of disease; 

They steamed him in a vapor of a thou 
sand-odd degrees; 


They froze him in a freezer that was 
cold as vanished hope. 

They washed him with permanganate 
and carbolated soap; 


With sulphuretted hydrogen they bathed 
his wiggly ears; 

They trimmed his frisky whiskers with 
a pair of hard-boiled shears; 


Then they donned their rubber mittens 
and they took him by the hand 
And elected him a member of the fumi- 

gated band. 


Now there’s not a micrococcus in the 
garden where they play. 

And they bathe in pure iodoform a dozen 
times a day, 


Taking each his daily ration from a 
hygienic cup 

The baby and the bunny and the pro- 
phylactic pup. 

—Maj. R. S. McKenzie, Surgeon, m 

he Watch On the Rhine, A. E. F. 


Luxury 

The Eskimo can’t read or write. 
His table ways are not polite. 
Yet favored he appears to be 
Beyond the likes of you and me; 
For when he wants a piece of ice 
He does not stop to ask the price; 
He does not have to wait at all, 
But chops it from the parlor wall. 

—Washington Star. 
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RATHER INCONVENIENT SOMETIMES 
MMONED ON A CORONER’S | 
— Baltimore American. 
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stopped on your motor trip and sadly assure you that you 1 


missed the only good places. ’ 
Those who sympathize “Too bad you were short, old man,” 

when you pull off the drive of your life on the first tee. : 
Those who remark that they always buy a cheap car, : 


nothing over $4,000, when they see your Ford or Dodge or 
Maxwell champing the bit outside. 

Those who explain how they made money out of a model 
farm when everybody knows it can’t be done. 

Those who suggest you are tight about the cocktails, while 
they pretend to have lost the key of the wine cellar when you 
dine with them. 


A Tragedy in Time 
By Arcuie Austin Coates 

HE editor who buys your lines may have a lot to do 
Selecting stuff to fill the pages that his public thumbs; 
But if he’d only have a heart, and print the verse that you 

Have sold him late in April . . . before September comes! 








I wrote a verse, ““To My Golden Girl’’—(her locks inspired my 
pipe), 
For I was sworn to Caroline, and she had sunlit hair; 
Yet six months passed before that masterpiece appeared in 
type, 
And Maude—a midnight-dark brunette—returned my 
solitaire! 


A Natural Question 
v= , “A feller down on Fiddle Creek took and throwed his 
Drawn by Catverr Surrn ‘ mother-in-law in a well tuther day,” related a neighbor. 
“What was the matter?”’ asked Gap Johnson, of Rumpus 
Ridge, Ark. “Didn't he never expect to have no further use 
for the—p’tu!—well?”’ 





Tue Wire Wuo Atways Insists on HER 
HussBanp Dressinc ror DINNER 


People Who Bore Lier = E- 
Us Are BZ IZ Z 


By Kate B. Burton 


4 NHOSE who hold up a ==21\ . 
bridge hand to tell the — i 

good thing little Clar ~ “a 
ence got off at the breakfast 
table. 

Those who wait till the 
maids have gone to bed, ard rast 
then ask if they might trouble ESP ae i ° 
you for a highball. ng hae 

Those who find their dreams 
interesting and insist on sharing 
them with you. 

Those who chew one of you 
best cigars all evening without 
lighting it. 

Those who give you the 
principles of fishing from a book 
they have read, while you hold 
the record at your club for the 
largest catch in 1918. 

Those who remember the 
way the cards lay and just how 
they were played in every game 
since auction was invented. Drawn by Paci Rei 

Those who ask where you Pippa Passes 











iy ni~y a, 
MWg que 4 


a _ 








24 































FooD 
ADMINISTRATOR 

















\ anit 


1 ttle Boy Blue 
Come Bow Your Horn 0 STAKE 
The Sheep are in the Meadows |“) [VIQUENCE 
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You Can never fill the Market 
Basket from this Tree 
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A Sure Sign of Hard Luck for the American People Poor Old Uncle 





Drawn by Fiuison Hoover 
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yet they failed to use 





T the Hippodrome 
they don’t act: 
they manoeuvre. 
“Happy Days”’ is 


cutedin mass formations,with 


- - them. 

G; 1 a antic G | a d ness General Burnside should 
see to it that his elephants are 

merriment exe- By Lawton MACKALI taught to grimace. There 


are a number of capable 





favorite outposts at the foot- 
light salient and feminine platoons deployed as skir- 
mishers skittishly. General Burnside has certainl) 
proved himself a master of dramatic tactics 

Think of it! With a paltry five hundred he has to 
apture an audience of nearly six thousand. His arm) 

outnumbered more than ten to one. He can win or 

by superior organization, strict discipline and clock 


work precision. And, with this machine that he has 
built up, he does win. Never was entertainment or- 
ganized more scientifically. General Burnside is the 


Foch of Fun. 
Some of the reviewers for the daily press slammed 
“Happy Days” with no great delicacy of biff. Perhaps 
they resented the intrusion upon the Showknockers’ 
Holiday which the strike had given them. For 
ur part we enjoyed the hugeness hugely. 
“Happy Days” struck us as being the best 
Hippodrome Show in several years. 
Its very vastness is its chief 
limitation. Stationed a hundred 
feet or so from some of his spec- 


tators, a comedian can hardly 
hope to accomplish much by 
facial expression. The ele- 
phants could do that if they 

cared to, but they don’t seem 
tocare. In their barber shop 
skit, the pachyderm who 
lathered and shaved his com- 
panion’s trunk and left cheek 
maintained a solemn immo- 


bility of countenance. Even 
the shavee betrayed no solici- 
tude for his complexion. And 


the lesser Jumbos, one of 
whom cradled a doll while 
the other sat at a table and 
consumed countless course 
of food, grabbed what wa: 
handed them with landlordly 
indifference. Here was a fine 
opportunity lost. These ele- 
phants had features that 






‘carried’ to the uttermost eae 













Renée Aporée or “On, Wuata Gu 
; : . in Trim Durrne 
sections of the audience, and ny Tossinc THE Mepictne BuBBLe. 


monkeys in the Bronx Park 
Zoo that we could recommend for the job of coach- 


ing them. As it is, the sight of these expansive, flabby 
physiognomies remaining idle worries us as an eco 
nomic waste. Put those wrinkles to work. 


The diving damsels had far smaller facial features, 
but they managed to supplement their physiognomies 
in a way that conveyed a distinct impression of comeli- 
ness. It was indeed gratifying to watch their sportive 
ker-chunks into the tank. 

Less carefree was the part played by “Happy” 
Jack Lambert as Mr. Sand Man. He had to be aggres- 
sively, continually glad. He had to address a mammoth 
nurseryful of chorus girls dressed as kiddies in sleeping 
suits, with, “Now, children, let’s all go to Fairyland” 
or beamishness to that effect. It’s an awful 

strain, being the Pollyanna of the Circus 
But, he never shirked an instance: he smiled 
his limit, sprang nimbly about, rattled 
his heels together in the air, and kept 

his cockney accent at its gladdest. 
Of milder intensity was the 
good cheer supplied by the jug- 
glers in their Chinese Restau- 
rant scene. They tossed 
chairs, plates, bottles and 
suchlike articles about with 
adroit abandon. We kept 
wishing we could see them 
swoop down upon the Bilt- 
more dining room some eve- 
ning and liven things up with 
their unconventional table 
manners. One would feel un- 
mistakably glad to observe the 
expression of the head waiter 
when he saw his china and silver 
tumbling and glinting up near 
the ceiling, as the guests ban- 
died the bric-a-brac. 
But most consummately care- 
less is Poodles Hanneford—horse- 







Photo saa . . : . 
OE, «... FO clim bing clown—the Cha rlie 
Chaplin of the crupper. Having 


no pies aboard, he (merely throws 
fits now and then. 
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| ‘Happy Days’’ at the Hippodrome 
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The Voluminous Book Store Scene, 
We Didn’t Notice Any of These 
Books Being Wrapped Up and 

Carried Home. 































Bert Levy, the Cartooning Whis- 
tler, unprecedentedly Disguised as 


an Elizabethan Ruff-Neck. 


Sere 





























Poodles Hanneford, Who Practices a 

Type of Equestrianism Seldom Seen é 

in Central Park. Starts His Steed by Mae Eccleston Comes Down Off Her 

Cranking Its Tail Fordwise. | 80-Foot Perch with the Biggest 
Splash of the Evening. 
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nder th nsecutive weekly heading ‘V aude- 


Ne.’ “ Dance,” “Concert,” and “Opera,”” D 
ts appear regularly in JUDGE 
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First Rose or SUMMER Su by John Mce- 





Cormack. Victor O4118 
\ wactertat lerome K a 
She a Good Fellow.” It lose cousin 
j \ im from “Oh, Be and “Oh, Lad 
Lady.”” Whereas most of the Broadway con 
ysers copy each other, Kern has the good tast 
to copy himself. He is enough of a musician 


to know that he has written the spiciest stage 
tunes of the period. McCormack sings this very 
happily indeed, and the accompaniment repro- 





luces the piquant ore hestral effects which lent 
listinction to its rendering in the musical comedy 
For You a Ros: Sung by Emilio de Gogorza 
j tor 648106 


Hiring an artist like de Gogorza to sing an 








“Let's Invico!” Tue Louisiana Five Just Berore tHe Jazz Barrace Broke Loose. 





Phonograph Records 


mn a par with hiring Sargent t 





Well, “For You 


Goop sre, SuHor AND SHELI 
Bett, Rinc On 


— 





Taxe Me ro THE LAnp oF Jazz 


record bears testimony 
accomplished by exceptional cleverness 


originally written, these songs were hardly 
one would call subtle, but the keen resource 


Everysopy WaANTs 

















When a phonograph « 
(Continued on page 34 














Record Beauties a la Mack Sennett 
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THe Ocean Betnc Crowpep, Artuur Fietps 
TRIES THE SUN 


Photos by Ill. News 
BarBara Mauret Graces THE SANps iN HER 
HiGH-HEELED Baruine Sur 


SEEING 


a Park Cop, Crarence WHITEHIL! 
Hastity Crosses His Feet 
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Lackinc Any Beacu or Lawn, Grace Kerns Makes Hersetr Comry on 
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$ it was Drinks 


Pil In the good old day 
on the | 


house.” 
Vur—yYeh, and now it’s “ Drinks under the 
house.” 


Stanford Chaparral 


Putting it Delicately 
Once I proposed to a nice young lady. 
She told me to go ask father. 
Now I knew that her father was dead, 
I knew the kind of a life he had led. 
So I knew what she meant when she 
Told me to go ask father. 

—M ichigan Gargoyle. 


Tramping 






Joyous, 


The Amazing Episode 

The balmy spring evening had now fallen and 
covered the landscape with a blanket of intense 
blackness—and all was still and quiet without 
the Dean’s residence. 

It remained this way for many long hours of 
the night, when finally out of the darkness there 
came the trip-trip-thumping of uncertain foot 
steps, making their way down the pavement 
The trip-thumping ceased in front of the Dean’s 
residence, and all was silent again. Then out 
of this melancholy stillness there came the long 
which 
Dean 


drawn out wail of, “O—Dean Jones-s-s,” 
followed later by another “O 
This time a window opened slowly, 


was 
Jone S-S-S 4 
and a man’s head clearly reflected the melan- 
choly rays of the limpid moon against the dark 
background of the Dean’s residence 

“Well, boys,” quietly said the man in the 
window, “ what can I do for you?” 

‘A window in your housh ish open, shir,” 
came back the muffled reply) 

“Which one?” whispered the one in the win- 
dow, scenting trouble. 

“The one you got your head out of,” barely 
breathed the mysterious ones below. And then 
off into the night the mysterious trip-trip- 
thump died away, and again silence 
grasped the Dean’s residence.—Yale Record. 
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Irresponsible 





























swell story to tell you I 


He—l'’ve got a 

don’t think I ever told it to you before. 
She—Is it really a good story? 
He—Oh, yes, a fine one. 


She (wearily)—Then you haven't told it to 


me before.—Yale Record. 
As Always 
We may pay everything that we owe while 
we're here, 

Live honest until the last day, 
But after we've left this terrestrial sphere, 

There'll still be the devil to pay. 

Penn State Froth. 


Pronunciation 


Sunday School Teacher—Johnny, can you 


Carl—What do you say to a tramp along tell me who built the ark? 
Beebe lake? Johnny—Naw. 
Carlene—I never speak to the horrid things. S. S. T.—Correct.—Punch Bowl. 


Cornell Widow 
Votes ‘‘Aye”’ 
“Are you in favor of Prohibition?” 
“Absolutely. I’ve got an interest in a pat- 
ent medicine factory.”—Dartmouth Jack o’ 
Lantern. 


Blocking Traffic 
Each time I try to dance with Mary, 
Something she wears gets quite contrary, 
I wondered what and why it was. 
But now I’m wise—’course it does. 
—Williams Purple Cow. 





Get "em young, 


The way to treat this typ 
treat ‘em rough and tell "em nothing 
Lehigh Burr. 
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A Chip of the Old Block 
First Veteran—Isn’t a wooden leg an eloquent 
protest against war? 
Second Veleran—Eloquent is good. 
a stump speech.—Michigan Gargoyle. 


Sort of 


Preliminary 
Said a pious divine from Bologne, 
To a beautiful maiden named Stogne, 
“Do you go out at night?” 
“Oh, no, but I might, 
I’m willing enough to be shogne.” 
—Harvard Lampoon. 
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September 20, 1919 
Forever Is a Long Time 


By Wituam P, SHerman 
r HEY had quarreled. His bride of a 
l few weeks had gone home to mother, 
He was packing his suitcase and re- 
h-arsing in his mind the words he would use 
he note he intended to leave for her. Burn- 

+ words, like these, would burst forth from 

paper she would find on the table when she 
returned: (He was sure she would return. She 
iys had before.) 

Sweetheart: We can never live together. 
I am convinced of that. So I going away /or- 
But I wani you to know that I love you, 
I have always loved you—that I will al- 

s love you. DIcK.” 

He read it over, then made the underscoring 

er forever a little heavier. He wanted that 

ye the punch word of the entire note. 

Signing after the manner of a husband who 
has written his wife a note that he is going 

iv forever, he folded it neatly and placed it 
by her plate on the table. Then he remem- 
bered that she always left her notes beside the 
rouge box on her dresser. So he put it there. 

Sighing again in the same manner, only more 
deeply, he picked up his suitcase and looked 
ibout for his hat. Even husbands who are 
going away forever dare not go bareheaded. 
It was nowhere to be found. 

Just then the phonograph in the flat above 
started to play. Ordinarily, he would have 

uled it a bad name and shook his fist in its 
direction. But this was an extraordinary occa- 
sion. He was leaving home forever, if he ever 
found his hat. He listened, though it was 
hardly necessary for a loud needle was on and 
the muffler cut out. What was the darn thing 
playing? Folks upstairs must have pried them 
selves loose from a dollar and bought a new 
record. He caught the words of the chorus: 
“Forever, is a long, long time.” 

Che words cut into his soul. “Forever is a 
long, long time.” The phonograph was right. 
Forever is the longest time there is. Yet he 
had used the word in his note. Opening it hur- 
riedly, he read the burning message again 

From above came the chorus again, this time 
isa duet: ‘Forever is a long, long time.” 

He decided he wouldn’t go away forever. It 
vas too long a time. On third thought, he de- 
cided he wouldn’t go away at all. 

Besides, he couldn’t find his hat. 


The Pet 


By Jeannette Puitiips Gipss 
SHE was pink, white and soft, 
“ With tender brown eyes 
Coquettish and loving 
\ trifle spoiled perhaps and over-fed, 
Yet entertaining 
(nd delightful to fondle 
Just the little lapdog for her mistress! 


She was pink, white and soft, 

With tender brown eyes 

Coquettish and loving. 

\ trifle spoiled perhaps and over-fed, 
Yet entertaining 

\nd delightful to fondle— 

Just the little wife for her husband! 
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The stamped price is never changed; this protects 
the wearers against unreasonable profits arid has 
saved them millions of dollars on their footwear 
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\ 
You can save money by wearing W. L. Douglas shoes, = 
the best known shoes in the world. Sold by 106 W.L.Douglas 
own stores and over 9000 shoe dealers. W.L. Douglas name 
and the retail price stamped on the bottom guarantees the 
best shoes in style, comfort and service that can be pro- 
duced for the price. 
Since 1883 W.L. Douglas name and the retail price has 
been stamped on the bottom of the shoes before they 
leave the factory. The stamped price is never changed; t We : 
this protects the wearers against unreasonable profits wy/ 
and has saved them millions of dollars on their footwear. 





SHOEE 
Best in the World 
$4.00 $4 50 $5.00 











The stamped price is W. L. Douglas personal guarantee 

that the shoes are always worth the price paid for them. CAUTION 
The prices are the same everywhere -—they cost no Insist upon having W.L. 
more in San Francisco than they do in New York. Douglas shoes with his 
W. L. Douglas $7.00 and $8.00 shoes are absolutely the name and price 
best shoe values for the money in this country. They are stamped on the bottom 





the leaders everywhere. W.L.Douglas $9.00 and $10.00 1? W. L, Douglas shoes cannot be 
shoes are made throughout of the finest leather the qptaines in your Viewty. ee 
market affords, with a style endorsed by the leaders of Post charges prepaid. Write for 
America’s fashion centers; they combine quality, style Iiiuscrated ae oS how 


and comfort equal to other makes selling at higher prices. 

W.L.Douglas shoes are made by the highest paid, skilled 

shoemakers, under the direction and supervision of expe- 

rienced men, all working with an honest determination President W, L., DOUGLAS SHOE CO 
to make the best shoes for the price that money can buy. saennson = 
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Big Band Catalog ZX: 

the highest priced cornets in the world. 
— Dey 

scriptive. Mention what instrument in y > WA oe 

terests you. Free trial. Easy payments YW? fi 

Sold by leading music stores everywhere / ‘| JAK alr ea 
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FILM FUN 


A MONTHLY REEL OF LAUGHS 


st 


HUCK FULL of 
motion picture 
humor, advance infor- 
mation regarding film 
plays, pictures of the 
artists and interesting 
sidelights of their per- 
sonal habits and lives is 


now ready for October. 


At 
All Newsstands 




















Just 


wittily 











extra good common sense 





“WHAT IS SUCCESS? 


OU 
executive, economist, poet and humorist, has 
to say on the subject in 


Cashing In On What You've Got 


must read what Maurice Switzer, business 


attractive! 1\ and 


served up. Every word is golden for those 


who are able to appreciate that cashing in on wha/ 
we have is entirely possible if we will follow some 


fundamental maxims. Maurice Switzer 








few 
16 has produced an unusual type of literature 
20-19 it is unique in its humorous qualities and 
Leslie-Judge, Philosophical insight, combined with 
Company, practical everyday advice. 
225 Filth Avenue, 4 , 
New York City Phere is the flavor of Emerson, a 
Please one suggestion of Arnold Bennett, 
copy of ASHIN( ‘ ac sorce 
IN ON WHAT YOU-VI and a da h of George Ade 
GOT f which in this book. 
es 
Price $1.00 Postpaid 
Don't miss reading it 
Add Send in your order 
. today, using the 
G1 Stat coupon 
SS —ESS———— ——_———_— 
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How the other Half Lives 
By H.H 


the investigator 
“that these rooms 


OU tell me.” said 
social conditions 
for rent in this city ay 
“Precisely,” the reply; “in its ve 
heart.” 
““And that the rooms are dark. so dark tl} 
daylight scarcely reaches them, and so shut 


that there is practically no such thing as fre 


was 


air? 

“Exactly.” 

‘That the little windows look out on a bri 
wall barely three feet away?”’ 

“You have summed it up.”’ 

The investigator of social conditions sighe: 
as one sighs who is bereft of hope. 

“I thought we had about routed out tho 
nests,” he said, reaching for a memo. pad 
““Whereabouts is it? No need to ask if huma 
being inhabit it, 

‘*None whatever.” 

The social worker sighed again and took up 


I suppose: - 


pencil. 
“Where: 


say it was 


ibouts in the city’s slums did y« 

he asked again. 

It isn’t in the slums at all!” sai: 
his informant. “‘It’s an apartment just off th 
Boulevard De Luxe and the rent is $3,000 


Incidentally, there’s a waiting list.” 


“Slums? 


year. 


The Ardent Lover 


By Raymonp L. Kuriz 
CH. ARLES BUTTONHOOK lifted his hat 
trom the chandelier, adjusted his shoe- 


laces and stepped out into the street. 
“I'll win her yet,”” he muttered between | 
and the 


tered over his features proved 


rmined look, s 
that 


clenched fists, dete 
it wo 


prot ably be so. 


390 Fifth Avenue and get there quick ne 
velled silently to the cabbv. 
The cabby did not move. 


Can’t you hear me?”’ shouted the perfect 

calm Mr. Buttonhook in a fierce whisper. 
Again the cabby did not move, and Mr. But 

tonhook grew still more calm. 

790 Tenth Avenue, I tell you,” 
at the top ol his voice. 
the cabby 
and frantic man cast one |: 


Once more remained stationary 


The now calm 


. hopeful glance at the immovable cabby and r 


his suite. Thére was a hard stec 


his smiling features which for 
to be 


entered 
glint 
shadow ed 
made. It 
long when it came 


about 


an important decision about 


was not long in coming, nor was i 
I'll let someone else win her,’ he muttere« 


pleasantly, as he hung his coat on the floor. 


The Profane Pessimist 
By Tennyson K. Dart 


Hail, Columbia, 
Profiteers on every hand. 
Tax collectors on my neck! 
Everybody wants a check. 
Hell, Columbia, happy land! 
I have got all I can stand! 


happy land! 


JUDGE 








he whispered 
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Railways Under the “Plumb” Plan of Nationalization 


By L. 


HE following is an illustration of 

what will take place at a meeting 

of the Board of Directors of the 
ationalized Railways when the Brother- 
od of Railways Organizations is repre- 
nted on the Board of Directors and the 
mployees have ten directors and the 
iblic five: 

\t a meeting of the Board of Directors 
the National Railways of America, 
muary I, 1925, the following members 
re present: Representing the Public, 
e; representing the Employees, Ten. 
Che following business was transacted: 
other Janis, representing the Em- 
vees as a whole, moved that a general 
uve increase of 25% be adopted, effec- 
e January 1, 1920, all back pay bear- 
g interest at 6% compounded semi- 
nually, and to provide the funds neces- 
to meet this increase such advances 
» made in freight and passenger rates as 
ill be required. Resolution adopted: 

eas, 10; Nays, I. 

Brother Smith, representing the Train- 
en, moved that Brother Barleycorn, 
ho was dismissed on the X. Y. Z. Rail- 
ay in 1918 for drinking on duty, be 
instated with full seniority rights and 


all pay from date of dismissal to time of 


fice rs who disciplined 


iggest beer for a nickel and the) 


SUMING duty and with interest at 6% 
ipounded semi-annually, and that the 
Brother Barley- 


from the 


dismissed 


rn be su 


mmarily 








C. Fritcu 


service and shall not again be employed 


on the National Railways during their 
natural life. Carried: Yeas,10; Nays, 1 
Brother Leasure, representing Em- 


ployees at large, moved that the original 
plan of the Government to buy the rail- 
roads for twenty billions of dollars by 
assessing each of the 100,000,000 people 
$200; that the $200 assessed to each 
of the 1,000,000 employees be returned 
to them and the public other than rail- 
way employees be made to pay this 
amount into the Treasury; also that the 
original plan to divide the surplus equally 
between the employees and the Govern- 
ment be changed, and that the employees 
hereafter are entitled to all the surplus, as 


labor alone produces the surplus. Mo- 
tion carried: Yeas, Nays, 
Brother Carr, representing the Train- 


offered a resolution that all freight 
cars 


men, 
trains be hereafter limited to twelve 
in order that the number of crews be in 
creased owing to reduction in traffic and 
in order that this be accomplished that 
the Committee on Equipment be in- 
structed to purchase the necessary addi- 


tional locomotives to accomplish this 
result. Carried: Yeas, 10; Nays, I. 
Chairman of the Board Rack offered a 


resolution that hereafter the Board of 

Directors meet twice a week, that absent 

be paid their fees, and that the 
I 


members eir 


fees be increased from 20 to so dollars 
for each meeting of the Board. 
Brother Straight of the Trainmen 


fered a resolution that each freight 
led with a Pullman car, 


rain be provided 
and that a chef and 


including buffet 


—_ —_ fo waiter and porters be provided, and 
FIFTH AVE that all equipment and supplies, in- 
r cluding food, be purchased by the rail- 








e _— 


= 97 / wre mm, \ 
ohn 
- CA 





The Sailor yu do when the Germans sur- 
uunded you? 
Jverseas—\| told 


What did y 


knew where they could get the 
followed me to our lines. 


‘em | 


‘ 


ways. Carried unanimously; the Pub- 
lic Director having left the meeting to 
attend a political meeting. 

Brother Jones offered a resolution 
that special agents be appointed whose 
duty it shall be to report each case of 
employees doing anything outside of 
the specified duty, a second offense to 
meet with prompt dismissal. Carried. 

The Board considered the results of 
operation for the year 1924, which was 
as follows: 






300,000 
$3,000,000,000 
3, 500,000,000 
500,000,000 
A resolution was offered that inas- 
much no surplus was earned and 
whereas it requires as much effort on 
the part of the employees to make a 
deficit as a surplus, that the employees 
be voted a bonus of 10% on the deficit, 
making the sum of $50,000,000 to be 
distributed among the employees and 
that An increase in freight and passen- 
ger rates be made to meet the require- 
ments. Carried: Yeas, 10; Nays, I. 


Miles operated 
Gross earnings 
’xpenses 
Deficit 


as 
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Here’s Garter 
Comfort 


If you've never had real garter soeutent 
it’s because you've never worn the 


_& « 


GARTER 


**Wide for Comfort’’ 










Put on a pair today. You'll discover 


at once that the wide webbing—an 
original “ E. Z.”” feature—permits free 


never binds the muscles, 
It supports the hose perfectly. 


circulation, 
never slips. 


Look for our trade-mark. It protects you 
agaiast imitations. 

Single Grip E. Z.—35c. and 50c. 

The E. Z. 2-Grip—45c. and 60c. 
Prices subject to change without notice. If your dealer cannot supply 
you, do not accept a substitute. Send his name and the price to 


THE THOS. P. TAYLOR CO., Dept. J., Bridgeport, Conn. 





A DELIGHTFUL 
AUTUMN BEVERAGE 


“In all my 


days | 
I'll sing its 
p * ” 





DEALER 
Made on the Banks of the Hudson by 


ORDER FROM NEAREST 


'C. H. EVANS & SONS Established 1786 HUDSON, N. Y. 


Send You a Lachnite 


IH iia ay a Tool wold t or rag on Sere Pre 








This Interesting Free Book 


shows how you can become a skilled player 
of piano or organ in your own home, at 
one-quarter usual cost. Dr. Quinn's 
" famous Written Method is endorsed by 
leading musicians and heads of State Conservatories Successful 25 
vears. Play chords at once and complete piece in every key, within 
4 lessons. Scientific yet easy to understand. Fully illustrated. For 
beginners or teachers, old or young All music ceo Diploma granted. 
Write today for 64-page free book, ‘‘How to Learn Piano or Organ 


M. L. Quinn Conservatory, Studie Ji, Social Union Bidg, Bosten, Mass. 


ROMEIKE’S| EA 









PRESS ene BUREAU 





We wil! send you all newspaper 
clippings which may appear about you, your friends, or any sub- 
ject on which you may want to be ‘up-to-date. ivery news- 


paper and periodical ¢ ae 1ce in the United States and 


rope is searches er 100 notices, 


' HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 "Seventh Ave., New York 
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CANTRELL & COCHRANE 
THE STANDARD 


Ginger Ale 


OF TWO CONTINENTS 
Order by the dozen 
from your dealer 


for use at home 
E & J Burke Sole Agent 
620 W 46 St New York -« 


























“Impossible” 


Judge covers by James Montgomery Flagg. 
is subtle and appealing. 

Reproductions in full colors, and mounted on heavy 
double mats (11 x 14 inches), suitable for framing, are 
now obtainable. 

Send twenty-five cents, cash or stamps, with your 
nameand address and get one of these ideal wall decora.- 
tions for your home, clubroom, bungalow or any place. 


JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
225 Filth Avenue New York City 


SEXUAL 
KNOWLEDGE— 


Every young woman should know 
1 00 What every young husband and 
. Every young wife should know 
Postpaid What every parent should know 
Mailed in piain Cloth binding—320 pages—many Iliustrations. 
wrapper 


Table of contents, and commendations, on request 


AMERICAN PUB. COMPANY, 909 Winsten Bidg., Philadelphia 





FOR MEADACHE AND NEURALGIA 


K 


ANTI-KAMNIA 


TABLETS 


& 25° PACKAGES 
RP ALK : 


TA ELE 








HOTEL BINGHAM -- Philadelphia 


IN THE CENTER OF EVERYTHING 


ARGE, weil lighted and comfortable rooms. Hot and cold 
running water in every room. Only hotel having direct 
Subway and Elevated connection with all railroad 
stations, ferries and department stores. Roof Garden. Club 
Breakfast. Special Luncheons. Rooms without bath, $1.50; 
with bath, $2.00 up. FRANK KIMGLE, Manager. 

















Here is another one of those — = one striking | 
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BEST of the NEW 
RECORDS 
Disco's 


Ae NERO ON 





Selections 


Dill 


70 


My Swane! 
Lillian R 


\LABAMA LULLABY 


Hom 





re mus ox 
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Orv Brack for 


My O_o Kentucky 
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= Oo-LA-LA Wee-Wet Su? B Vurr 
lurper Tur , Th Av Su 
Irthur Colly i ’ 


>! Murra iTOl 7 t MUTTsSHit Ol a 
Yank whose French vocabula limited to the 


long yd ne 
lew tou < ind sor 


passioned warbling 


Tuts Time 

\ Pretrry Gir Is Like A 
Metopy. Sung by John Steel 
J tor 18588 


1919, fully equal 


rHe Wim 
Suns 


You Oveur To Set 
MIN IN SWIMMIN 
Bu Vurra 

Your Money, 

Sung by Arthur Collin 

, n 9210 


JOUN. 


En 


n his ear t P 
fatal words which serve 


Pawnbroker 
this ditty 


*“ Make it a 


“CONCERT 
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ranma 


vomit 





Witt Wet 


No, | wont advance ve 
hundred and ten. 
ment on my income tax. 


JUDGE'S department of * Bad Breaks’ 
carried in its Digest of Humor has from 
the start attracted increasing attention 
We wish to expand it to still greater 
approval. JUDGE pays $1 each for 
Bad Breaks clipped from newspapers, 
and sent in 
hy readers, and hereafter will add a prize 
of $5 weekly for the Bad Break regarded 
as the amusing during that period. 
This departn ent 15 open 10 contributions 
and 
readers to enhance its 


dentaliyv pront trom 


reproduc ed from book R, Gels 


most 


> , 
from ali sOuTCES. the efforts of 


vaiue and inci- 


fare ited. 


colle 








The Eternal Feminine 
B CLA Kt | 


A canfirmed bachelor and a maid were walk 
ing along in eager conversation 

*T’m thinking of going over to the suffragists 

the National Woman’s Party—14 Jackson 
Place.”’ 

‘Oh! vou’ll get into trouble if you go over 
there 

“You think I get into enough trouble any 


way 
“Well, you know, they’re picketing th: 
White House 


“Why, thev're 
amendment!” 

“Oh! that 
smile) they'll start something else!” 


all over that; they've got the 


well with confirmed bachelor 


Candid but Not Sugary 
“One reason for my widespread unpopular 
ity,’ confessed J. Fuller Gloom, “‘is the fact 
that when I am asked for my candid opinior 
I invariably give it.” 


ETE 


To Tuis? 


more "n a 


COME 


hundred on it 
I’ve got to pas the second instal 
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3600 Pages—Large, Clear 
Type—Extra Heavy 
Paper—Rich Cloth Bind- 
| ing—12 Volumes—Each 
| Volume 7'4 x 5'4 inches 

Full-Page Illustra- 
tions in Sepia. 














Stranger 
than Fiction 
No other set of books 


ever written shows so con- 
vincingly that Fiction ever 
lags after Truth, that the 
wildest imaginings of the 
all fall far 





romancer after 
short of the real facts of 
History. The Romantic 
facts that the authors have 
brought out in strong relief 
in this series, giving the 
lives of the world’s most 
famous characters, demon- 
strate how unfruitful is in- 
vefition, and how 
barren is imagination, in 
contrast with what life it- 
self can show in those ever 
changing circumstances 
that make of every full 


lived life a romance. The heigl 


cold and 





e lights and 


1.1 
istorical Charac 





f being creature 
ve moulded 

will, are full 
aside from afford 
of interest whicl 
ot 








{ 


cumstances to their 
V aluable le ons, 
ing that 
is ever the mother 


Variety 





enjoymel 







500 WIVES 


—besides a numerous retinue of females of the sort often mentioned 
in Holy Writ and once found in the menage of every Oriental despot 
failed to subdue the fiery spirit of Genghis Khan. 

At an age when most men would be resting on their laurels 
Genghis was out looking for more trouble trouble a plenty he 
found to the day of his death, at the age of 65 

It makes fascinating reading—the story of this son of a petty 
Mongolian Chief, born in a tent on the shore of the Hoang-ho, who 
f world has ever seen, and who 


and 


and made uj 


became one of the greatest onquerors the 
left an empire vastly greater in extent than that of Rome when she 
was world. 


It’s a story the like 


mistress of the 
of which you never read before, telling of the 
manners, customs, and modes of life, of the sports and pastimes of 
of Gargantuan feasts and barbaric revels; 
nomads who, combining under the 
leadership of Genghis Khan, scaled the Great Wall and conquered 
Northern China, swept across the Mongolian steppes even to the 
banks of the Dnieper in Russia, overran Asiatic Turkey and pene- 
trated beyond the confines of India. 

This sanguinary and ruthless barbarian, even as William Hohen- 
an object of the special favor of God. But 
ersonal courage and possessing many 


strange Oriental 
of the countless 


; 
peoples 


hordes of 


zollern, claimed to be 
Genghis, being a man of rare | 
statesmanlike qualities, managed to get away with it, and wonderful 
to relate—But read this strange story ycurself, one of many stories 
out of real life that are just as interesting, written by the famous 
historian, Abbott, and found in 


Famous Men and Women 


of History 
Remarkable Characters All 





JULIUS CAESAR JOSEPHINE 
rator, wit—most versatile of men; 1 fame and power; discarded and divorced 
ine smiled 
eel: ae GENGHIS KHAN 
QUEEN ELIZABETH coe Oe ee ees ae 
The woman who made England “ Mi ess warfare at 
he Sea and loins aved atior 


ra ig ant 


ALFRED THE GREAT 


nee ONLY $1:2° NOW cts 





resting Volume 











ALEX ANDER THE GREAT Right to Your D prepaid And 
Per nd only to Ca@sar as a a enius} have over a year in which to pay the bal 
he worid prodigit ance f desired Or send $13.50 with coupon 
if you want to save the $1.50 cash discount 
CLEOPATRA But the price named in the coupon must be 
A royal Vampir seed with a heauty advanced if the immediate response to this In 
that was the undoing of herself and all wit troductor ffer es not promise a quick sale 
he car ‘ re edi » as to bring the selling 
within the amount originally set aside for 
PETER THE GREAT that purpose. 
Greatest of the Czars, pe of man MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED 
led in Ru 
MAIL. THIS COUPON TODAY 
MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS | 
ey ea aa ee ee eee 
kept her subjects and half tt rt | BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY 
Europe in hot water 418 Brunswick Building, New York City 
> Enclosed is $1.00 st payment on the 12 vol 
WELLIAM Tie CONQUEROR oa « loth _ se Dave od pie Wome n 
‘ f the British Empire; the mar of History to be shipped charges prepaid 


Founder 


i drear me true agree to remit the full Introductory price 
$15.00, atthe rate of $1.00 (or more) pet month 
following receipt of books Otherwise, I will 


NERO 1 

. 8 . 49 ask for instructions for their 

A royal degenerate a Startling illustratior | $1.00 to be re 
L] 


within five « 
; return at your expense my 
f the infl funded on their receipt 


MARIE ANTOINETTE 


Name 
Beautiful ictim A ie Fi _ oa, ation 


Occupation 


| 
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Soaber 1780 V0 eee, ve 
Ae 


| TURKISH a 


Remember the Box and 
the Name —HELMAR. 


Remember—Helmar is pure Turkish—the 
fittest tobacco for a gentleman’s cigarette. 


Remember—if you don’t like Helmar, you 
get your money back. 


Quality~ Superb 





